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In the beginning, James looked downright frightening when he was angry. Frightening like a wild, unhinged beast, 
all golden hair and savage, chilling eyes, big white, snapping teeth and tight fists wound with tight, hot skin-back 
then, Jason had found it difficult not to cower. He didn't cower though, not really, but he would back off, back 
down. It made what came next easier to handle. He'd learned that James really, really got mad if he lost a 
fight, so Jason sometimes just let him win. But then, later on, Jason learned that if he got James underneath 
him and locked down, he would go slack and his face would soften-for a moment. He'd collapse underneath Jason 
but those eyes would drag them both down; Jason would try to hold his ground, try to stay on his own kind of 
perch and keep himself puffed up, but James would yank him in and capture him like Jason was the untamed 
animal waiting to be snared. It would make Jason feel like a trophy. Like a mounted carcass, exhausted, flayed, 
used and put up for show. Even when James seemed like he was being tamed, it was always Jason who was 


being mastered. 


He knew he was in for it after the set. Jason hadn't divided his attention properly throughout the night-too 
much goofing off with Kirk, too much time on his mic, too much of playing it up for the crowd and too little 
attention given to James. There was a balance that Jason just hadn't governed yet. He didn't know when James 
wanted Jason's eyes on him or not-it was usually all guesswork and, thankfully, most of the time he got it 
about right. But he could see the blazing look of ferocity and doom in James' eyes during the encore and Jason 
knew he was fucked. The fear and anticipation was just as enticing as it was foreboding. James’ cold stare and 
slick teeth made Jason shiver. As much as he was dreading going back to the hotel, he was looking forward to 
it just the same. When he fucked up, he got to experience James in a way no one else ever had or ever would, 
and vice versa James had made sure of that. He'd made sure that Jason essentially vowed that no one else 
would ever take his place, play the same part. Jason almost laughed at that-he didn't think he had the energy 


to ever do it with anyone else. He didn't want to, either. 


And while his body felt tired and worn out in its own right, Jason also felt like he was just bristling with life 
and vigor. Nerves were electric in his body and his brain as he went up to James’ hotel room; his hands felt 
useless, fingers stiff and sore, but he felt like the blood leading from them into his arms made his muscles 
soft, ready to take on whatever James would throw at him. Every vertebrae in his spine clicked as he 
stretched his neck and drew his shoulders back, trying to loosen himself up even more. Going in tense would 
make things so much harder. At the door, he bit his lip and tossed damp hair back, the clothes on his body 
still too tight after his shower and the way he'd rushed out of there, then knocked gently in the center, 


knowing James was already waiting. 


It opened and there he was, towering over Jason even more than usual with the help of his intense, needy and 
demanding energy. Long legs, long torso, long arms, long neck, long hair, it was like James was thrusting himself 
perpetually upwards and downwards all at once, commanding focus. Jason looked him over slowly and carefully, 
his eyes almost getting stuck on the facial hair, imagining it against his skin, and the perfect pair of lips there, 
too. He saw James’ throat twitch and he moved his eyes up to meet those piercing blue ones; there was an 

amusement in them, a flicker of humor, and Jason saw an almost imperceptible smile grace James’ lips before 


he was yanked into the room. 


James gave him whiplash almost immediately, trading the fist in the collar of his shirt for two hands on his 
shoulders, keeping him steady, gently rubbing up and down. "Jase," he began, making Jason stagger just from 


hearing his own name. "I'm mad at you." 


Jason sighed and leaned forward, putting his hands on James’ chest. "Yeah, | know. Sorry. Half the time, Het, | 


just don't know what you fucking want. I've been trying for years now, haven't |?" 


James smiled for real then. "Yeah, you've been trying." The smile disappeared and the hands on Jason's 
shoulders became harder, gripping instead of soothing. "But you should know by now what | want-you to pay 
fucking attention and to not fuck around. If | tell you to do something, you do it. If | tell you not to do 
something, you don't do it." He squeezed, thumbs digging right below Jason's collarbones. "Should be pretty 
fuckin’ simple." 


Unable to stop himself, Jason winced. The funny thing was, James hardly ever told him what to do or what not 
to do these days. He just expected Jason to be able to read his mind-even more funny was that, honestly, 
Jason probably could He just didn't always want to. And, even more honestly, sometimes outright refusing to 


was fun, if only temporarily. 


He slid one hand up James’ chest to his neck, gently brushing his fingers over his skin, opening his mouth to 
reply with something smart, but James suddenly whirled him around and shoved him backwards, the backs of 
Jason's knees colliding with the mattress. He wavered and managed to keep himself upright, his body 


automatically tensing and tightening as James moved in close again and loomed over him. 


"Clothes off," he ordered, and Jason obliged, taking everything off at a pace that seemed as close to normal as 
he could manage. He'd never fully gotten used to being ordered around. His autonomy was important; James 
knew that. Jason figured it was exactly why he ordered him around so much. 


When he was kicking his shoes off and undoing his jeans at the same time, James shedded his own layers, 
eventually standing in front of Jason totally naked, unfazed by Jason gawking at him. James pushed him back 
onto the bed and climbed over, raking one hand through his hair as the other went to his jaw, keeping Jason in 
a vice and making him look him directly in the eyes: "Since you didn't pay attention earlier, you'll have to pay 
attention now." 


Jason squirmed below. It was already too much, feeling James’ hard cock pressed against his thigh, feeling the 
heat of his body and his mouth so close but not close enough to kiss. He knew the rules well enough to know 
that touching James without asking was out of the question now, so he kept his arms at his sides and just 
kept looking into those blue eyes, hoping his own didn't look too desperate. 


"Sometimes you're just Too fuckin’ much, Jase," James went on, sliding his hand down just enough to wrap 
around his neck, not playful but not dangerous yet. "Like, just chill out. Shut up for five seconds. And stop 
flirting with Kirk, its so fucking annoying.” 


"| wasn't flirting with him," Jason countered, actually a little offended. 


"Bullshit. You can only flirt with me," James reminded him, tangling his fingers even further in Jason's hair, 
lightly dragging his nails over his scalp. His juvenile pettiness was sometimes endearing, but it was hard for 
Jason to find anything endearing when being suffocated was such a high risk "You know that." 


Jason felt defiant, though. If James was going to be upset over him for being kind of ditzy and hogging the 
vocals for a minute too long, for being too much of an attention whore, fine, but he wasn't going to have his 
actual character put under useless scrutiny. "| wasn’t flirting with Kirk, Het," he insisted, not even giving up 


when he felt James put just a little more pressure against his throat. "Get a fucking grip, man" 


James yanked Jason's hair and kept his head pinned even more severely. "You were both getting real handsy, 
Jase. First of all, it's too much for any show, you should fucking know that by now. There are boundaries. 
Rules." He relinquished his grip on Jason's hair and swept that hand over to the side of his face, stroking 


Jason's cheek "And second, you should know | don't fucking like that shit-that's part of the rules, too. Not with 


him, not with Lars, not with a groupie, no one. If | see you being all skanky with someone else again, |-" 


Jason knew he shouldn't have found it so funny, being stark naked underneath James as he was being lectured, 
but James should have known some things, too-one being, Jason just isn't the type to be talked down to. Not 
anymore. He certainly wouldn't tolerate James skewing things in his warped brain for no reason, insulting him- 
unless this was part of the game? Normally, James played this role when Jason really had, without a doubt, 
pissed him off. But the look in James' eyes now was different than the look that had made Jason want to 


shrink into the walls earlier. 

He tilted his chin up and stared James down: "Or else what? You'll spank me?" 

"Nah," James replied casually, smiling, still caressing Jason's face. "You'd enjoy that too much." 

"l enjoy everything we do," Jason said, tilting his head to catch a glimpse of the fine veins that ran through 
James' wrist, then back to his eyes, still largely immobilized by the hand around his neck. "But if | made you 
mad, | guess | have to make you feel better. Right?" 

James lowered himself, speaking the words right against Jason's lips: "You have to show me you're sorry.’ 
Jason couldn't really be sorry about something he hadn't done but this was what James wanted. He'd play 
along. There was no harm in it-no physical harm anyway, even with how threatening those big hands could be. 


Jason couldn't even remember the last time James had given him a bruise. 


Feeling somewhat daring, he lifted one of his hands off the bed and let it hover behind James’ head. "Can | kiss 


you now?" he asked, inches away from stroking that blonde hair. "It's part of how | say ‘sorry." 

James pulled back, putting more distance between them. "Where do you think | want you to kiss me first?" 
Jason dropped his hand back down to the bed in defeat. "Um-your ass?" 

James snickered and shook his head. "Not yet" 

Jason sighed. "Your dick?" 


James let go of Jason's throat and patted his cheek. "You got it" He rolled over and flopped onto his back, 
spreading his legs as he leaned back against the plush headboard. "It's a way to start." 


Jason rolled over too and crawled his way between James’ legs. He really did want to kiss him properly, but 
now he was anticipating being denied that for a while. James' cock was hard and flushed against his lower 
abdomen, twitching once even without either of them touching it; James put his hands on his inner thighs and 


slid down more. Jason knew what that silent, subtle beckoning meant. 


Wordlessly, he got up from the bed and went to rifle through James' bag on the floor, returning to the 
mattress with a bottle of lube. James threw him off though, thrusting his chin to the bottle in Jason's hands 


as he said, "Get your dick wet for me. | want you to jerk off while you blow me." 


So without hesitation, Jason let the lube drip into his palm; he inched forward on his knees as he slicked 

himself up, his own cock just as hard as James’, but his own aching for touch wasn't nearly as strong as the 
desire to touch James instead. That was how it always went, apparently even when James was blowing things 
out of proportion Giving himself up to James was, yeah, part of saying sorry-as if Jason had ever not given 


himself up completely before. They both knew that surrender on day one had changed their lives forever. 


Like everything else, James’ dick commanded attention. Through his lashes, Jason saw James shift and settle 
down against the pillows, shoulders still slumped back against the headboard; he wrapped his dry hand around 
James’ cock and listened for the soft huff from above. James was always quiet even in bed, at least for a 
time. From how severely his dick was leaking into Jason's fingers already, Jason anticipated it wouldn't be long 
before the little huffs and moans turned into dirty words and rough growls. He kept the slick hand around his 
own dick still, just gripping firmly, as he licked upwards along James' shaft, flicking right below the head before 
pressing his lips to it, the first kiss in hopefully many just to show how sorry he was. 


He felt James’ fingers in his hair, pushing some back, pulling, urging him down. Jason let James do it, relaxing 
his jaw and opening his mouth enough to get the head in, precum slick on his tongue; getting down further took 
time and Jason was grateful for James’ patience, noticing how deep he was breathing, how much his abdomen 
quivered as Jason slid his tongue around and down, getting him wet. He tried to ward off choking himself by 
swallowing, which only made James try to push him down more and Jason squeezed his own cock in response, 
almost painfully tight, the lesson of multitasking flooding back to him. Soon enough he fell into a rhythm, 
managing to stroke himself as he cradled James’ balls and sucked and licked over his cock, spit dripping down 
his length and into his pubic hair, onto Jason's knuckles; Jason was moaning mindlessly around James’ dick, 
unable to help it, while James stayed quiet. He just took those deep, slow breaths and fussed with Jason's hair, 
hips twitching more and more; when Jason felt James’ thighs start to shake, suddenly he was torn away with 


a hand around his jaw. 


He sputtered in surprise, a little embarrassed by the amount of drool soaking his lips and chin, running down 
his neck. He blinked at James, his face a blur, then felt the tickle of a mustache on his neck: "Lie down. On your 
back," he said, nipping at Jason's jaw. 


Jason kept his hand around his own dick as he laid down, not sure where James was headed. They hadn't 
prepped yet for James to ride him, which he figured was coming next. His curiosity was alleviated as James 
went right up to Jason's head and swung one long leg over; Jason parted his lips and laved his tongue over 
James’ balls before he moved forward, nestling himself right down over Jason's face, his balls pressed up 
against the tip of his nose. It was almost suffocating-James gave just enough room for Jason to carry on, 
smoothing his tongue over his perineum, licking his way to James’ hole while one hand went to grab his cheek, 


spreading them, kneading his muscle. 


"Fuck," James hissed slowly, flexing his thighs around Jason's head. "That's it, Jase. Show me how fucking sorry 


you are for being such a smart-ass, for being such a fucking attention whore." 


It shouldn't have gotten Jason so aroused, but it did. Those words flooded his brain and his groin, heat sinking 
into his abdomen down to his cock, his hand haphazardly stroking himself as he licked James' rim, his 
movements sloppy, then dipped his tongue in further, getting James as wet as he could with his limited scope. 
James was moaning, writhing above him, grinding his ass down; Jason could hear him spit into his hand and 


stroke his cock and curse again. 


Jason's own desires became suddenly desperate. He licked his way back up to James’ perineum and took his 
lubed up hand away from his own cock; with two wet fingers, he slid between the scant open space separating 
his and James bodies and rubbed James’ rim, circling in smooth motions for a few seconds. James lifted 
himself higher up on his knees; Jason dipped one finger in slowly, both of their moans coming out in unison. 
James was so tight, so hot inside, and he tensed so hard Jason worried he might actually end up breaking his 
finger. Still, he wiggled until he couldn't get in any further, knuckle right up against James’ ass, and prodded at 
his prostate. 


James' hips bucked and he squirmed, slamming his hand down on the headboard. He angled his hips back, giving 
Jason enough room to slide another finger in. He looked up at James as best he could, who was looking right 
back at him, the intensity of his stare almost off-putting. Anyone else would have just let go, closed their 
eyes and let the other person take them on the ride-not James. He growled through his teeth and furrowed 


his brow, challenging eyes boring down on Jason as he ground down on his fingers, effectively riding his hand. 


‘James-" Jason bit out, voice wavy. He was losing his own patience, needing more. He'd nearly forgotten why 
they were doing this at all. He just needed James, to fuck him, for James to tell him how exactly he wanted to 


be fucked. "Please, can we-" 


James lifted himself off and laid back, his head nearly hanging off the edge of the bed. He spread his legs, one 
hand stroking his cock and the other moving below, fingers dipping between his thighs. "Ready?" he questioned, 
lifting his head and looking at Jason. 


Jason's whole body shuddered, eyes stuck on James before him, touching himself, face relaxed while his eyes 
were still sharp and direct, never moving from his own. Cautiously he moved forward, his dick still slick with 
lube, his limbs heavy, his fingers twitching, he waited for James to nod, then slid his hands up James’ thighs 
and settled between them. James exhaled through his nose, chest dipping slowly, and grabbed Jason's hips, 


pulling him in close. 


He'd never had so much eye contact during sex before James came along. Jason theorized it was mostly a mix 
of possessiveness and true affection, the more aggressive former overriding the later most of the time, not 
that it bothered him. It had just been a lot to get used to. It was still a struggle sometimes, like in those 
bright hotel room lights and James' eyes locked on Jason's bare body while those strong, domineering hands 
squeezed his hips. As quiet and as shy as James could be, he hated being ignored-especially by Jason. It was 
the ultimate insult and James wouldn't let him forget it. 


Jason hesitantly lifted one of James’ thighs, hoisting his leg up just enough to nudge his cock between them, 
James just kept staring, but his lips parted slightly and Jason saw the muscles in his arms tense as he felt 
fingers digging into his hip bones-his cue. Jason pushed forward, sinking slowly into him, withholding his own 
groan deep in his chest, listening for a reaction from James instead, and he got one-as his eyelashes fluttered 
briefly, James sighed and Jason heard a low moan rumble quietly from his throat, held back Jason wanted 
more of that. He liked the dirty talk, liked the filthy things James would berate him with, but there was 
nothing as good as just hearing him wordlessly moan. That was when Jason actually felt like had a modicum of 


power. 


He started to thrust shallowly, just riding his hips against James’ thighs. The ache in his groin has intensified, a 
burning heat melting through his skin, through his veins, and it was difficult not to just grind and roll and 
really fuck. Hazily, like revisiting a half-remembered dream, Jason was brought back to the first time James 
had let him in, literally. At the time, Jason had balked and stuttered, not sure if it was real-then James had 


yanked him onto the bed and made Jason see that, yes, it was totally real. It was of James’ own making. 


"Slow," James warned when Jason sped up-barely. He grabbed one of Jason's biceps and squeezed, pulling that 
arm forward, forcing him to put his hand on his shoulder. "Look at me, Jase. If you close your eyes, it's over. 


If you speed up without me telling you to, it's fucking over.” 


Jason nodded, his body shaking, already too overwhelmed. James was like a vice in every possible way and his 
natural instincts were being torn away from him, he swallowed hard and tried to use the hair that had fallen 
in his face as a shield, still keeping his eyes on James while the curtain of curls saved him from total scrutiny. 
Just a moment later though, James reached up and brushed his hair back, tucking the loose strands behind 
Jason's ear. He grabbed the back of his neck hard and clawed him down until their noses were almost touching, 


no doubt purposefully squeezing around Jason's dick as he did so. 


Jason was going so slowly he was barely moving. He huffed and fought the urge to close his eyes, his body so 
aroused by the torture of it all, he distantly thought he must be fucked up, so fucked up to let James do this 
to him, to claw and tear at him and break him down so severely, but nothing else had ever felt so good. As 
much as James thought he was punishing Jason, Jason loved it. It hurt him, wound him up painfully tight, made 
him ache, made him want to thrash in impatience and anger, but when the moment came that James let him 


go, it was like the entire universe exploded inside of him. 

"Fuck, James," Jason moaned, out of breath from being forced to do almost nothing but being held there, 
tightly clamped in and consumed. He was shuddering again, spine rippling, mind fuzzing out just at the feeling of 
James’ soft thighs around him and the hands burning over his skin, keeping him in place. "Come on, | can‘t-" 


James squeezed the back of his neck, his palm pressing against Jason's spine. "Yes, you can" 


Jason thrust forward once, impatience like a fever; his mouth opened in surprise, eyes widening as he kept 


looking at James, expecting full-blown fury to erupt from beneath him. James stayed still but raked his nails 


through the hair at Jason's nape until he winced and thrashed his head to the side but Jason was good. He 
didn't break eye contact. 


James noticed. He smiled a little and scratched his fingertips affectionately down Jason's nape. "You can go 
faster," he said. "But you better make me come first." 


Jason sighed in relief and smiled back, elated. That demand was never an issue. He lifted his hand from James’ 
shoulder and propped himself up, wrapping his hand around James' cock; he worked it in his hand as he started 
to really move his hips, flexing his thighs and abs to thrust deep and hard. James’ cock was thick and heavy 
and hot and Jason felt it twitch as he started to go a little faster, fucking into James as he stroked his cock 
and massaged the head with his thumb, his free hand keeping James’ leg locked around him. 


His decorum only lasted a couple minutes longer, though it felt like a tortuous eternity. As James arched his 
back and tugged on his hair, keeping him pinned down enough to show him who was still boss, Jason became 
wild He rammed into James as hard as his own body allowed, fast and unrelenting, forcing the headboard to 
slam into the wall over and over. His frenzy even made James give up on full sentences-instead, Jason heard 
gruff moans and curses, punched out groans of his name and half-spoken commands that went ignored, except 


for James' demand for Jason to keep his eyes on him, which was getting harder to do. 


Jason forced himself to remember to breathe as his heart pounded in his chest; sweat was dripping down his 
forehead, his jaw, his chest, even dripping down onto James’ abdomen. Sweat was dampening James’ hairline too, 
and his upper lip, the hairs at the edge of his mustache dark and damp. Jason shuddered out a breath and 
stroked James’ cock furiously. He wanted to kiss him already, right on the mouth, shut up those growls and 
grunts and curse words; he wanted to slow down his own heartbeat. Kissing James would do that. It would 
ground him. Of course James didn't want Jason to do it yet-he liked seeing him sweat. James liked seeing him 


go insane, all for him. 


There was still a part of Jason that was closed off and unwilling. He knew that part was what James really 
wanted now-he wanted Jason to let go. Jason kept pounding into him and stroking him, rubbing slick precum 
over the head of his cock as he chose to tear himself down even more: "I'm sorry," he said, the blatant 
desperation in his own voice making him sound near-panicked. "For being such an attention whore-for pissing 
you off" James' eyes looked electric then, the purest, brightest blue Jason had ever seen, he inched down 
even more, his arm sore, fingers so tight around James’ dick he was sure he must be hurting him, but James 


just spread his legs wider and clenched around him. 


"| owe everything to you," Jason continued. He expected to feel shame but he didn't-he felt relief. He could feel 
himself edging closer and closer to the end of the earth-he needed James to get there first though, so he 
continued, the truth pouring out of him in a winded, low confession: "You're the reason, James-just you. I'l 


always look at you, just you." 


James arched upwards and pulled Jason down by his hair, crushing their mouths together; Jason felt James 
spill over his fingers and down his wrist, felt it spread against his abdomen, as their teeth clacked frantically 
and James abated that by sliding his tongue into Jason's mouth. James shuddering and tightening below and 


around him made him lose it completely, bursting forward into nothingness, finally able to shut his eyes and 
escape into the dark while he distantly felt James’ hands stroking over his trembling, burning body and the 


soff lips drowning out his wounded, exhilarated moans. 


"God fucking damn it," James said softly against Jason's lips, turning his head away and breathing hard. Jason 
blinked and opened his eyes to see James’ eyes closed, his face flushed; he watched him take another deep 


breath before James asked, "You serious?" 


Jason nodded, too exhausted to realize James couldn't see him. He slowly pulled out but stayed collapsed on top 
of him, looping his arms up around James' head as he slid down to kiss his chest, right over his hammering 


heart: "Are you better now?" 


James hummed, clearly pleased, and threaded his fingers through Jason's sweaty hair. "Better," he said, 
caressing him lazily and softly. 


Jason sighed. "Good." He'd done good. He knew that. He also felt like he needed to sleep for a week straight. "Can 
| stay here tonight, James?" He always asked that same question, though the answer was always the same, 


too. 


"Yeah, you can stay here," James said, stretching his body out, a crack coming from somewhere. "| always 


want you with me." 


That was enough to make up for everything that had ever happened between them. Jason inched up to kiss 
James again before gathering enough strength to get up and turn the lights off, leaving only the glow from 
the windows to illuminate the blue eyes that followed his every move until Jason returned back to the bed, 


crawling right back into James’ arms as the blankets ensconced them both. 


James held him close against his chest, petting his hair. He pressed his lips against Jason's forehead, chest 
rumbling in a sort of low, soft purr and tangled a leg around Jason's hips, twisting them together. Jason 
reveled in the closeness, the possessiveness, his optimistic brain telling him that he'd satiated James for a 
while. It might be some time before he'd have to rip himself open like that again, but he knew when the time 


did come, he was always strong enough to handle it. 


